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receive this kind of advice from a male supporter, and when
she read Whitbread's letter she shed tears. This incident
damped what would otherwise have been for her a triumphant
evening, for both when she entered and left the Opera House a
great burst of applause uprose from every part of it. A son of
Lady George Murray was in the house that night, one of a
group of young men who, full of sympathy for a woman whom
they considered ill-treated, had done all they could to work
up this ovation. A few days later he went to a breakfast near
Woolwich, where he saw Caroline in "a gorgeous dress, which
was looped up to show her petticoat, covered with stars,
with silver wings on her shoulders, sitting under a tree, with
a pot of porter on her knee; and, as a finale to the gaiety,
she had the doors opened of every room in the house, and,
selecting a partner, she galloped through them, desiring all
the guests to follow her example!" "It may be guessed/5 writes
the young man's sister, "whether the gentlemen were anxious
to clap her at the Opera again."
An idea got abroad that Caroline was about to write yet
another letter to the Regent. This came to Henry Brougham's
ears, "She will be called the Compleat Letter writer and
become generally despised," he wrote to Creevey, begging him
to stop any further activities in this direction. But another
scheme of Caroline's met with Brougham's approval. This
was to pay a \isit to the Tea Gardens at Vauxhall on a par-
ticular evening when it was known that the Regent was to be
there. "Mother P.," writes Brougham, "certainly goes to the
Tea Garden to-morrow night to meet her husband ... I highly
approve of it on his account . , . The consternation of Prinnie
is wonderful. I'll bet a little money he don't go hin-self, so
that the whole thing will have gone off as well as possible."
Caroline went. But though successful, it all fell, as so often
happens with anything much pre-arranged, a little flat.
"Everything went off remarkably well last night," wrote
one of Caroline's ladies to Brougham. "We waited at the D,
of Brunswick's till we heard that the Duchess of Yjprk] was
at Vauxhall; we then proceeded there, and were much huzza*d
and applauded by the crowd at the door, and also by the people
in the gardens. . . . There were a few hisses at last, but very
few indeed. The Duke of Gloucester escorted the Pss. round
the walks, and the Duke of Kent handed her out. . . * In
short, nothing could be more right and proper, dull and
fatiguing, than our last night's adventures/'